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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
POEMS 

SIMPLES 

O bella, bionda 
sei come I'onda 
Of cool sweet dew and radiance mild 
The moon a web of silence weaves 
In the still garden where a child 
Gathers the simple salad leaves. 

A moon-dew stars her hanging hair, 
And moonlight touches her young brow; 
And, gathering, she sings an air: 
"Fair as the wave is, fair art thou." 

Be mine, I pray, a waxen ear 
To shield me from her childish croon, 
And mine a shielded heart to her 
Who gathers simples of the moon. 



TUTTO E SCIOLTO 

A birdless heaven, sea-dusk and a star 

Sad in the west; 

And thou, poor heart, love's image, fond and far, 

Rememberest : 
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Her silent eyes and her soft foam-white brow 
And fragrant hair, 
Falling as in the silence falleth now 
Dusk from the air. 

Ah, why wilt thou remember these, or why, 
Poor heart, repine, 

If the sweet love she yielded with a sigh 
Was never thine? 



FLOOD 

Gold-brown upon the sated flood 
The rock-vine clusters lift and sway: 
Vast wings above the lambent waters brood 
Of sullen day. 

A waste of waters ruthlessly 

Sways and uplifts its weedy mane, 

Where brooding day stares down upon the sea 

In dull disdain. 

Uplift and sway, O golden vine, 

Thy clustered fruits to love's full flood, 

Lambent and vast and ruthless as is thine 

Incertitude. 
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